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the Porta Komana, there was an ancient castle or villa, belonging to the noble family of Montaiito. The Count, the then bearer of the name and title, being, like so many of his peers, less rich in gold than in ancestors, was willing to rent his castle for what appeared to foreigners the unreasonably reasonable sum of forty scudi a month; the castle itself containing upwards of forty large rooms, besides a podere, or plantation of grapes and figs, a dozen acres in extent.     There was, moreover, a historic tower, said to be haunted, and commanding a vast prospect of the valley of the Arno, hemmed in by distant hills; and whatever breath of air happened to be stirring was sure to find its way up to this height. Near at hand, across the gray groves of olives, was the tower to which Mrs. Browning had attached her poem of "Aurora Leigh;" and Galileo's tower was also visible from our battlements.   Each member of the family had three or four rooms for his or her private use, and more than twenty were still left for our joint occupation.    The podere was in charge of the contadini belonging to the estate, who were always ready to provide us with as many figs and grapes as we wanted.    Each day after sunset the mighty and brilliant comet of Donati stretched itself across the valley in a great fiery arch, and remained in view till near morning.    In addition to the ghost, the tower was tenanted by a couple of owls, who at dusk hovered forth on noiseless wings beneath the battlements with strange, melancholy hootings.   It